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Make Up 


When the band started, Nikki hadn't put too much thought into make-up. The weirder the better, but his order 
of focus was the lyrics, then music, then the image. Image was super important-hell KISS was one of Nikki's 
favorite bands-but hair products always won out over Maybelline. Plus leather and latex didn't come cheap, no 


matter how much he forced Vince to flirt with the flaming clerk at the bondage shop. 


And the blond bitch did it too, despite eyerolling, heel stomping, arm folding and all the swears under the yellow 
sun. He knew better than to get in Nikki's way of creating the best rock band in the world, so tantrums were 
the farthest extent of his resistance. Sometimes he'd reward him for the excitement and obedience, every 


good bitch deserves a treat sometimes. 


Vince's treat came from the pharmacy a few blocks over on the way from the leather shop. Nikki had new 
image in mind, a darker vision keeping the leather and chains the band had begun with and adding more 
theatrical elements, moving in the occult direction as inspired by the old texts he was getting into. The rituals 


and séances described in them were as much an inspiration as the gritty Strip. 


For God's sake, Blackie was going around bragging that Nikki had stolen the idea of setting himself on fire from 
him and that the action was infantile compared to the torture rack he was constructing for WASP*s shows. 


Yeah, misogyny masquerading as art was so much more mature than a little lighter fluid to the thigh high 
boots. 


Either way, he knew Motley Crue was on the brink of mass exposure and he wanted a look to seduce the 
disgruntled youth and send the adults (the lame ones, not cool ones that got the young of America like Nikki) 


into a frothing mess. 


Judging from the androgyny going on in Los Angeles, maybe lipstick could be used outside the photoshoots and 
the videos. And no one could pull it off better than his blond bitch. 


Vince was watching Escape from New York when Nikki stomped through the door, barely moving his gaze to 
the figure when he stepped in front of the crate he had his bare feet upon 


"Here." 


His eyes moved down to the object in his lap, eager hope apparent. The dumb ass probably thought it was 


drugs, which would explain his scrunched up face when he picked up the case. 


"What the fuck, Sixx?" Nikki matched Vince's glare with his trademark smirk, arms akimbo on his extremely 
constricting and hot, but tuff leather pants. "You're gone all day and you come back with some fucking make- 


up?" 


"No," Nikki knocked Vince's feet off the crate with his boot and sat it there for some prominence. "I'm gone all 
day and | come back with a fucking treat.” 

Vince shook his head before Nikki tapped his chin and cooed, "For you, babe." 

He knocked his hand away and stood, striding across the wretched carpet to the shoplifted VCR. 


"Piss off. | need to start getting ready." 

A desolate New York skyline jumped to fuzzy static as Vince ejected the tape and shoved it haphazardly into 
its weathered sleeve. Did he really think he was going to ignore Nikki, especially after he spent his hard stolen 
money on that lipstick? 

"Ready for what?" He followed Vince into his bedroom, where Tommy was staring at a page in Hustler. When 
he moved it away from his face to greet Nikki, he saw his attention had not been on tits or ass, but on a 
McDonald's ad for a Big Mac. 

"Hey bro! What's up?" 


Nikki shrugged, leaning against the wall to watch Vince pick up his Nikes and leather jacket from his side of the 


tycoon of clothes and miscellaneous items. 


"Princess Vince is going somewhere and won't tell me where." 


‘Is none of your-" Vince stood up straight and hurled his "treat" at Nikki. He stuck on smug smirk when it hit 


him square in the face. "Business, Leader." 


Nikki snarled and moved towards Vince to teach him a lesson when Tommy intercepted the oncoming fight with 
an arm thrown between them. 

"Heeey! Lets calm down, guys! Vince, are you going out with that girl from last night's show? Y'know, the blond 
in the bra and satin jacket, with the spandex leggings that outlined her pu-" 


"Yes Tommy, that girll" 


Vince stormed past them with a huff, missing the smirks the Terror Twins exchanged before following Vince 


to the bathroom. 


"Vince, you really hurt my feelings.” Nikki's monotone went ignored as Vince began to focus on teasing and 


spraying his blond hair. "I think the least you can do is take T-Bone and me out with you two." 


Vince tore his eyes away from his reflection and stuck it on Nikki's nonchalant lean and Tommy's enthusiastic 


nodding. 
"Fuck nol This bitch and | are going to a nice restaurant and trash like you idiots would make me look bad!" 
Nikki and Tommy exchanged looks before Nikki cleared his throat and started digging. 


"A nice restaurant? Oh, so you're going to bite the wine glasses to get sloshed for free, right drunkard? Real 
classy." 


Vince shook his head, smoothing down and pulling up sections to craft the perfect coif. Tommy glanced at Nikki 


for a confirming nod before starting his own hole. 


"Is she picking you up? | hope she's one of those sugar mamas you put out for and she has a nice ride, like a 


Jag or a Mercedes! I'd love to get my hands on one of those beauties.” 


"Now, now, Tommy. Lets give Vinnie credit! He probably bought a bus pass all by himself and he's gonna to 
ride up to that fancy restaurant like a real man. Real smooth." 
‘Oh, for sure! Then again, I'm not sure if | would wear a leather jacket and jeans to a nice place. Kind of.trashy 


if you ask me." 


"Totally. And with this bleach job-" Nikki reached to touch some fried ends until Vince shoved him into the 
door, visibly between annoyance and rage. Nikki's chuckled and continued. "I dunno, he looks kinda trampy. Hope 
the maître d doesn't think he's a Sunset hooker meeting a john" 


"For Chrissake, fine!" Vince snapped slamming his comb onto the blackened sink. "Come if you fucking want to so 


bad! Just get out my face you assholes!" 


Tommy, fervent for some food and mayhem with Nikki, jumped right out the bathroom and into the bedroom 
to toss on some shoes. His chatter of food and drink faded as Nikki pushed the door closed. Vince had his head 
flipped to spray root to tip, throwing it all back to do a final tease through. 


"Look at you. Primping just like a bitch." Nikki moved from the door to the small space behind Vince. He refused 
to acknowledge Nikki, even with the jeers and the hot breath ghosting his neck. "Should | take you to the 


groomer's some time?" 


This time, when he touched Vince's hair, his hand had enough time to pull down one lock, marvel at how 


smooth the hair felt. 

"Nah, you're too pretty to trust with someone else. Groomer or another blond bitch." 
Brown finally met green as Vince leaned on the sink, cautious. 

"If I'm so pretty, why'd you get that lipstick?" 


Nikki held up the object in question, uncapping it and stepping forward in the same motion. Vince broke the gaze 
only when he felt Nikki's hard-on against him. 


"What, you don't like it?" Vince shrugged his shoulder loosely, moving back just enough for Nikki to brush 
against him again A short exhale prompted further response. 


"IFs just weird, thinking of wearing it offstage. People see us and already think we're trannies." 


"| don't care what people think” Nikki pulled Vince's hips back firmly against his and it started all over again 
Vince was as reluctant as ever, but their first time was no longer a life-scarring debacle; it was now simply 
an unpleasant start of a beautiful arrangement centered on fucking. Vince swore up and down Nikki's cock that 
he was straight and that this was just a phase. As soon as the babes started rolling in after they make it big, 
he wouldn't have the time or desire to be a cake boy. Neither would Nikki, right? Fucking other men was just a 
hobby resultant of the Strip, where you could get sick of recycling the same girls over and over again and 
turn your sights and cocks to dudes. Neither of them were really gay, just like neither of them were really 
their hair colors. No matter how good this tension felt or how quickly Nikki could turn Vince on with a grab 
and a growl, it wasn't like they'd be doing this for much longer. 


"Put it on" 


They watched each other as Vince's fingers collected around Nikki's to take the lipstick. Uncapping the black 
plastic tube revealed a gold sheath and, with a slow turn, a bright red that clashed garishly with the browns 
and blacks in the bathroom. 


"What's it called?" 


Nikki didn't verbally reply, instead digging his nails into the skin of Vince's hips just below his t-shirt. Vince 
knew better than to continue stalling if he wanted this quickie to be quick, so he returned his focus to the 


mirror, specifically his lips. 


He watched green eyes watch the natural pink succumb to the crimson as the pigment glided across the soft 


flesh. 


Calluses brought the movement of his wrist to a halt, Nikki's voice heavy and breathy when he ordered, 


"Slower." 


Slower, the color completed its trek across Vince's full bottom lip. Next it moved to the top, his mouth open 
and exposing the slightly crooked bottom teeth usually only revealed by laughing or yelling. And of course that 
tongue, pressed against the teeth in concentration, the same cause of Vince's lowered lids. Nikki had to remind 
himself to keep his breathing quiet, but it was hard to help as Vince pressed and rubbed his lips together to 
evenly spread the crimson. The brightness brought out the gold tones in in his tan and coif, turning what was 
just another Strip wannabe from Compton into the theatrical whore to be suggested in the future versions of 


Motley Crue, but that Nikki wanted no one else to see or experience but himself. 
Now, it was just them, and breath. 
"Well?" 


Nikki exhaled steadily. The heat passed Vince's ear and neck and prompted an awkward shift in his position 
Always a game, never easy. He was waiting for the orders: "Suck me off" or "Bend over" or just that certain 
look that let Vince know to go to the bed, even if Tommy was still in there, or still in the house. In fact an 
observer or listener usually made Nikki all the rougher and meaner. Another one of his many put-ons. Vince 


predicted everything but the next words. 
"Kiss me." 


Vince turned, a few strands of blond sticking to the matte and his dumbfounded expression. Was he going deaf? 
Did Nikki, Freak of the Week every week, Leader, Nikki Sexx, really ask for just a kiss? What were they, 
preteens sitting at a Dairy Queen? He simultaneously wanted just that, simple, maybe painful, but fast, and 
anything but that, to avoid that strange faraway closeness he always felt when they kissed. His brown eyes 
skimmed what he could see of Nikki's face, down to the hands still on his sides. 


"And what else?" 
Nikki moved his grip from the hips to the sides of his face, cheeks fitting into the smooth, cool palms of his 


hands. How could they be so frigid when his exhales were practically melting the lipstick off? His green eyes 
reappeared from behind the black bangs and they too were cold and analyzing, yet clashed with the heat that 


inundated Vince's mouth when their lips smashed together. 


Nikki eased back a bit to a more exploratory pace, tracing his tongue first over his bottom, then any corner 
of Vince's gasping mouth. The slightly askew teeth, the inside of his cheeks, some gums, and then finally Vince's 
neglected tongue, all in slow, even, smooth motions. He wanted to devour, but just in this way. For now. 


Vince made a few attempts to push up Nikki's shirt and feel his solid stomach, or pull down his zipper to feel 
the hard-on fingers to shaft, or just hold his broad shoulder, but the dominant man would have none of that. 
His own hands, however, touched any and everywhere he wanted on Vince's body pressing into his, especially all 


over his ass. A smirk spread to Vince's impatient whine. 
"You still wanna know what it's called?" 


Vince, panting, moved out of Nikki's grip the best he could in the tiny bathroom. His back to the sink and Nikki's 
back to the poster. Again, the close distance. 


"Stupid?" Vince muttered, folding his arms over his chest. Tommy had probably left with that blond while Nikki 
got yet another kink out. Damn it. A perfectly teased head, wasted. "Friend of Dorothy?" 


Nikki moved his gaze from Vince's lowered head, and full lips now barely tinted rouge, to the mirror. The 
lipstick was smeared all over his mouth, a bit even on his teeth. It looked really cool, really tuff, kinda 
demented in a broken doll kinda way. His pet looked over his shoulder, fighting the urge to smile or snicker at 
their fucked up make-up. The most fucked up pair of faces on the Strip, definitely. 


"Bitch." 


